The Cries of London, 



Hot bak'd Pippins, nice and hot. 




The Cries of London 



F O R nice hot Pippins, as he goes, 
To School, young Mailer lingers, 
For by experience well he knows, 
Thev’ll warm his frozen fingers. 


And all who can their leffons read, 
(Not blundering nor Ikipping,) 
yVill often to their joy be fee’d. 
With a nice roafte'd Pippin, 





